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v*/£.TheGods defendher,beare him hence a while. 

Enter rear with firdelia in hie arms. 

L»4r.Howlc,howle,howIe,howle : O you are men of ftones. 
Had I your tongues and eyes,I would vfe them fo. 

That heauens vault Should cracke : O, Hie is gone for eucr. 

I know when one is dead, and when one liues, 

Shees dead as earth: Lend me a looking-glade. 

If that her breath will mitt and ftaine the ftonc,ftie then liues, 

Kent . Is this the promitt end ? 

Edg.Ox image of that horror? Alb. Fall and ceafe, 

2>4r.This feather ftirs,flieliues,ifit befo.it is a chance that 
do’s redeeme all forrowes that euer I haue felt. 

Kent A my good matter. 

Lear. Prethee away. 

Edg.'Tis Noble Kent your friend. 

Lear. A plague vpon you murdrous traitors all, I might haue 
faued her, now fliees gone for euer : Cordelia , Cordelia , flay a li- 
tle. What ift thou faytt ? her voice was euer foft, gentle 8c low, 
an excellent thing in women.I kild the ttaue that was a hanging 
thee. Op.Tis true my Lords hec did. 

Lear. Did I not fellow ? I ha feene the day, that with my bi- 
ting Fauchion I would haue madethem skip : I am old now,and 
thefc fame croffes fpoile me. Who areyou i Mine eyes are none 
o’th beft, lie tell you ttraighc. 

Kent. IfFOrtunc bragd of two Ihc loued or hated. 

One of them we behold. 

Lear. Ate not you Kent i 

Kent . The fame your feruant KW.wher is your feruat Cains i 

LearMtes a good fellow, I can tell that. 

Heel ftrike and quickly too.hecs dead and rotten. 

Kent. Ho my good Lord,Iam the very man. 

iMr.lle fee that ftraight. 

KVwf.That from your life of difference and decay, 

Haue followed your fad fteps. 

Lear. You are welcome hether. 

Kent .Nor no man elfc : All’s cheerelcfle, darkc, and deadly, 
Your eldeft daughters haue forc-doom’d thcmfclucs. 

And 
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And defperately are dead. Lear. So I thinke too. 

Alb. He knowes not what he fees, and vasne it is 
That we prefent vs to him. 

Edgar Very b ootleffe. Enter C apt am 

Cap: Edmund is dead my Lord. . 

A'b- Thats but a trifle heere t you Lords and Noble friends, 
know oar intent, what comfort to this decay may come, fhalbe 
applied : for vs we will refigne during the life of this old maiefty 
to him our abfolutc power , you to your rights with boote,and 
fuch addition as your honors haue more then merited, al friends 
lhall tafte the wages of their vcrtue,and allfoes the cup of tneir 

dCf Lf 4 r. 6 Andmypoore foole ishangd : no,nolife, whytttould 
a dog a horfe,a rat haue life, and thou no breath at all (O thou 
wilt come no morc,neuer,neu«.neuer.- pray vndo this button j 

thankc you fit, 0,o, 0 , 0 , 0 . 

Edr, He faints, my Lord,my Lord. 

Lean Breakc heart,! prethc breake. 

Edg: Lookc vp my Lord. I 
Kint: Vex not his ghoft.O let him paffe, 
he hates him much,that would vpon the wracke 
Ofthis tough world ftretch him out longer. 
edg:Ohz is gone indeed. 
fo»f:The wonder is,he hath endured folong, 

He but vfurpt his life. , , - 

Duh: Beare them ftom hence, our prefent bufinefle 
Is to generall woe : friends of my foulc,you twaine 
Rule in this kingdome, and the good ftate fuftamc. 

Kent: I haue a iourney fir, fhortly to go, 

Mv matter cals, and I mutt not fay no. 

Duke The waight of this fad time we mutt obay, 

Speake what we feele.not what we ought to fay t 
The oldeft haue borne mott.we that are yong, 

Shall ncucr fee fo much, nor liuc fo long, 
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